288      LETTERS OF GEN. BENJAMIN P. BUTLER
Wednesday night. Two letters from you. Both at once. Now is it not a shame that I should be so foolish, and think you are too busy to care about my writing so often! It is not that you have no pleasure in reading my letters, but that it is not always easy for you to write. While I have or ought to have time enough. Only that now and then some mischievous thought arises that you are weary of it all. Then I put down the pen and go away somewhere else. Well, well, I do not often think so. You may wonder at the strange humility that makes oneself of so little worth. It is not affected but very sincere. As humble as I am proud, and both are in extreme. I can tell you a sad story. Kidder is dead. Died alone, wasted to a shadow. We saw him today, laid out in a bare, empty room. I reproach myself that I did not see him before he died. Fisher told me he was sick but not unto death. I had sent for beef, to make beef tea. We were to take it over tomorrow. Farrington came this morning and said he died last night. Died alone. There was a corporal who took care of him, and two or three colored people about the house. Poor, lone creature, it was a sad ending!
"It is a little thing to speak a phrase of common comfort, which by daily use has lost its sense, yet on the ear of him who thought to die unmourned it will fall like choicest music, fill the glazing eye with gentle tears, relax the knotted hand, to know the bond of fellowship again, and shed on the departing soul a sense more precious than the benison of friends about the honored death-bed of the rich, to him who else were lonely, that another of the great family is near, and feels." We send him home to be buried in the old graveyard. That will detain Fisher a few days longer. I do not know what he wishes, but hope his plans will not be lost by being detained. I hear a tent has been added to your accommodations. For us, I shall believe. A stone, bed, and book, are enough for me, with a newspaper to put my feet on. These, and a pleasant companion (can you furnish the last?) will make the time run smoothly, and I most affectionately
Yours, SARAH
Yes, dearest, I do feel lonely, very, sometimes, even with the children, but I do not mean to yield to it. Goodnight.